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May Evening in Central Park 



Although I am alone, 
And a few more steps 
Will bring me 
The glare and suffocation 
Of bright streets. 



ALIENS 



The chatter of little people 

Breaks on my purpose 

Like the water-drops which slowly wear the rocks to powder. 

And while I laugh 

My spirit crumbles at their teasing touch. 



STRAIN 

It is late 

And the clock is striking thin hours, 

But sleep has become a terror to me, 

Lest I wake in the night 

Bewildered, 

And stretching out my arms to comfort myself with you, 

Clasp instead the cold body of the darkness. 

All night it will hunger over me, 

And push and undulate against me, 

Breathing into my mouth 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And passing long fingers through my drifting hair. 

Only the dawn can loose me from it, 

And the gray streaks of morning melt it from my side. 

Bring many candles, 

Though they stab my tired brain 

And hurt it. 

For I am afraid of the twining of the darkness 

And dare not sleep. 



THB PAINTER ON SILK 

There was a man- 
Who made his living 
By painting roses 
Upon silk. 

He sat in an upper chamber 
And painted, 

And the noises of the street 
Meant nothing to him. 

When he heard bugles, and fifes, and drums, 
He thought of red, and yellow, and white roses 
Bursting in the sunshine, 
And smiled as he worked. 
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